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Our life here fhort of wit the great dulnes 
The heuy ioule troubled with trauayle. 

And of memorye the glafyng broteines, 

Drede and vncunning haue made a flrong batail 
With werines my fpirite to afiayle, 

And with their lubtil creping in moftqueint 
Hath made my fpirit in makyng for to feint. 

And ouermore, the ierefull frowardnes 
Of my ftepmother called obliuion, 

Hath a baftyli of foryetfulnes. 

To ftoppe the pafTage, and fliadow my reafon 
That 1 might haue no clere direction. 

In tranflating of new to quicke me. 

Stories to write of olde antiquite. 

Thus was I let and ftode in double werre 
At the metyng of tearetul wayes tweyne. 

The one was this, who euer lift to lere, 

Whereas good wyll gan me conftrayne, 

Bochas taccomplilh lor to doe my payne. 

Came ignoraunce, with a menace of drede, 

My penne to reft I durlt not procede. 

Fortefcue was chief juftice of the Common-Pleas, in 
the reign of king Henry VI. He retired in 1471. alter 
the battle of Tewkefbury, and probably wrote moft of 
his works in his privacy. i he following pall age is fe- 
le£ted from his book of the Difference between an abfo- 
lute and limited Monarchy . 


T T Y 1 ' may peraventure be marvelid by fome men, 
why one Realme is a Lordfhyp only Royally and the 
Prynce thereof rulyth yt by his Law, callid Jus Regale ; 
and another Kyngdome is a Lordfchip, Royal and Polt- 
tike, and the Prince thereof rulyth by a Lawe, callyd Jus 
Politkum & Regale fythen thes two Princes beth of 
egall Aftate. 

To this dowte it may be anfweryd in this manner ; 
The firft Inftitution of thes twoo Realmys, upon the 
Incorporation of them, is the Caufe of this diverfyte. 

When Nembroth by Might, for his own Glorye, made 
and incorporate the firft Realme, and iubduyd it to hym- 
lelf by Tyrannye, he would not have it governyd by any 
other Rule or I .awe, but by his own Will ■, by which 
and tor th’ accomplilhment thereof he made it. And 
therfor, though he had thus made a Realme, holy Scrip- 
ture deny yd to cal hym a Kyng, Quia Rex diatur a 
Regen do-, Whvch thyng he dyd not, but opprefiyd the 
People by Myght, and therlor he was a Tyrant, and 
callid Primus lyraimorum. But holy Writ calltth hym 
Robutlus Venator coram Deo, For as the Hunter takyth 
the wyld befte lor to fete and cate hym ; fo Nembroth 
fubduyd to him the People with Might, to have their 
i'ervice and their goods, ufing upon them the i .ordfehtp 
that is callid Dominium Regale tantum. After hym Be- 
lus that was callid firft a Kyng, and after hym his Sone 
Nynus, and after hym other Panyms ; They, by Exam- 
ple ot Nembroth, made them Realmys, would not have 
them rulyd by other 1 ,awys than by their own Wills. 
Which Lawys ben right good under good Princes ; 
and their Kyngdoms a then moft refemblydto the Kyng- 
dome or God, which reynith upon Man, rulyng him 
by hys own Will. Wherfor many Cryftyn Princes 
ui’en the fame Lawe ; and therlor it is, that the Lawys 
iayen, Quod Pr inapt plant it Legis habet vigor m. And 
thus I luppofe firft beganne in Realmys, Dominium tan- 
tum Regale, But afterward, whan Mankynd was more 
manfuete, and better difpofyd to Vertue, Crete Com- 
munalties, as was the Felilhip, that came into this Loud 
with Brute, wyllyng to be unjed and made a Body Po- 
litike callid a Realme, havyng an Heed to governe it; 
as after the Saving of the Philofopher, every Conimu* 
* naltie unyed of many parts muft needs have an Heal ; 
than they chofe the fame Brute to be their Heed and 
Kyng. And they and he upon this I ncorporation and In- 
ftitution, and onyng of themfelf into a Realme, ordeynyd 
the lame Realme fo to be rulyd and juftylyd by Inch 
lawvs, as they a! would aflent unto; which Law ther- 
for is callid Politictim ; and by caufe it is mynyftrid by a 
Kyng, it is callid Regale. Dominium Politkum dicitur 
quafi Regimen, pluritm Scientia , five Conftlio minijiratum. 
■The Kyng of Scotts reynith upon his People by this 


Lawe, videlicet, Rmmne Politico & Regaii. And as 
Diodorus Syculus faith, in his Boke deprtfds Hijior;,' 
The Realme of Fgvpte is rulid by the fame Lawe, ami 
therfor the Kyng therof chaungith nor his Lawes, with- 
out the Aflent ot his People. And in like forme as he 
faith is ruled the Kyngdome of Saba, in Feliei Arabia, 
and the Loud of Libie And alfo the more parte of a! 
the Realmys in Jfrike. Which manner of Rule and 
I.ordfliip,the fayd Diodorus in that Boke, prayfith grete- 
ly, f or it is rot only good for the Prince, that may 
thereby the more fewerly do Juftice, than by his owne 
Arbitriment *, but it is all'o good lor his People that re. 
ceyve therby, filch juftice as they defyer themfelf. Now 
as me feymth, it > s fhewyd opmly ynough, why one 
Kyng rulyth and reynith on his People Dominio tantum 
Regaii, and that other reynith Dominio Politico & Regaii : 
f or that one Kyngdome beganne, ot and by, the Might 
of the Prince, and that other beganne, by the Defier and 
Inftitution of the People ot the lame Prince. 

Of the works of Sir Thomas More it was necefiary to 
give a larger fpecimen, both becaufe our language was 
then in a great degree formed and fettled, and becau fe it 
appears from Ben Johnfon , that his works were confidered 
as models of pure and elegant ftyle. The tale, w hich 
is placed firft, becaufe earlieft written, will fliow what ail 
attentive reader will, in perufing our old writers, often 
remark, that the familiar and colloquial part of our lan- 
guage, being difufed among thofe clafles who had no 
ambition ot refinement, or affectation of novelty, has 
fuffered very little change. There is another reafon why 
the extracts from this authour are more copious : his 
works arc carefully and correftly printed, and may there- 
fore be better trufted than any other edition of the 
EngUJh books of that, or the preceding ages. 

A merry ief!: how a fergeant would learne to pi aye the 
frere. Written by maifter Thomas More in hys 
youth. 

W Y S E men alway, 

AfFyrme and fay. 

That belt is for a man : 

Diligently, 

For to apply. 

The bufines that he can. 

And in no wyfe. 

To enterpryfe. 

An other faculte. 

For he that wyll. 

And can no fkyll. 

Is neuer lyke to the. 

He that hath lafte. 

The hofiers crafte, 

And falleth to making (hone, 

The fmythe that fliall. 

To payntyng fall. 

His thrift is well nigh done. 

A blacke draper. 

With whyte paper. 

To goe to writyng fcole. 

An olde butler, 

Becum a cutler, 

I wene fliall proue a foie. 

And an olde trot. 

That can I wot, 

Nothyng but kyfle the cup. 

With her phifick, 

Wil kepe one ficke, 

Tyll flic haue lbufed hym vp. 

A man of lawe, 

That neuer fawe, 

The wayes to bye and fell, 

Wenyng to ryle. 

By marchaundifc, 

1 wilb to fpede hym well. 

A m archaunt eke. 

That wyll goo feke, 

By all the meanes he may. 

To tall in fute, 

Tyll he difpute, 

H h money cl r away. 
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Pletyng the lawe. 

For euery ftrawe. 

Shall proue a thrifty man* 

With bate and ftrife, 

But by my life, 

I cannot tell you whan. 

Whan an hatter 
Wyll go fmatter. 

In philolophy. 

Or a pedlar. 

Ware a medlar, 

In theology. 

All that enfue, 

Suche craftes new. 

They driue fo farre a call, 

That euermore, 

They do therfore, 

Befhrewe themfelfe at laft. 

This thing was tryed 
And verefyed. 

Here by a fergeaunt late, 

That th rifely was, 

Or he coulde pas, 

Rapped about the pate, 

Whyle that he would 
See how he could, 

A little play the frerc : 

Now yf you wyll, 

Knowe how it tyll. 

Take hedc and ye fliall here. 

It happed fo. 

Not long ago, 

A thrifty man there dyed. 

An hundred pounde, 

Of nobles rounde, 

That had he layd a fide : 

His fonne he wolde. 

Should haue this golde. 

For to beginne with all : 

But to fuffile 

His chylde, well thrife, 

That money was to final. 

Yet or this day • 

I have hard fay. 

That many a man certefle, 

Hath with good call. 

Be ryche at laft. 

That hath begonne with leffe. 

But this yonge manne, 
bo well beganne. 

His money to imploy. 

That certainty, 

His policy. 

To fee it was a joy. 

For left fum blaft, 

Myght ouer caft. 

His Ihip, or by mifchaunce. 

Men with fum wile, 

Myght hym begyle. 

And rninilh. his fubftaunce. 

For to put out. 

All manerdout. 

He made a good puruay. 

For euery whyt. 

By his owne wyt. 

And toke an other way : 

Firft fay re and wele, 

Therof much dele. 

Fie dygged it in a pot. 

But then him thought. 

That way was nought. 

And there he left it not. 

So was he fame, 

From thence agayne. 

To put it in a cup, 

And by and by, 

Couetoufly, 

Fie flipped it fayre vp, 
in his owne breft. 

He thought it beft, 

H is money to enclofe, 
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Then wift he well. 

What euer tell. 

He coulde ic neuer lofe* 

He borrowed then. 

Of other men. 

Money and marchau ndife ; 

Neuer payd it. 

Up he laid it. 

In like maner wyfe. 

Yet on the gere. 

That he would were. 

He reight not what he lpent. 

So it were nyce. 

As for the price. 

Could him not mifeontent. 

With lufty fporte. 

And with refort, 

Of ioly company, 

In mirth and play. 

Full many a day. 

He liued merely. 

And men had fworne, 

Some man is borne. 

To haue a lucky how re. 

And lb was he. 

For fuch degre. 

Fie gat and fuche honour. 

That without dout. 

Whan he went out, 

A fergeaunt well and fayre, 

Was redy ftrayte. 

On him to wayte. 

As Tone as on the mayre. 

But he doubtlelle. 

Of his mekenefle, 

Flared fuch pompe and pride. 

And would not go, 

Companied fo, 

But drewe himfelf a fide. 

To faint Katharine, 

Streight as a line, 

I le gate him at a tyde. 

For deuocion, 

Or promotion, 

There would he nedes abyde. 

There (pent he fall. 

Till all were pall, 

And to him came there meny, 

To afke theyr det. 

But none could get. 

The valour of a peny. 

With vilage ftout, 

He bare it out, 

Euen vnto the harde hedge, 

A month or twaine, 

Tyll he was faine. 

To laye his gowne to pledge. 

Than was he there, 

In greater feare, 

i han ere that he came thither. 

And would as fayne, 

Depart againe, 

But that he wift not whither. 

Than after this. 

To a frende of his. 

Fie went and there abode. 

Where as he lay, 

So fick alway. 

Fie myght not come abrode. 

It happed than, 

A m archant man, 

That he ought money to, 

Ol an officere, 

— , 'i — # 

I nan gan enquere. 

What him was beft to do. 

And heanfwcrde, 

Be not aterde, 

Take an accion therfore, 

. I you behefte, 

I Avail hym refte. 

And than care for no more. 

H I feare 
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